THE LORE OF THE TRACKER

hare, a sand fox, and numerous lizards owed their undoing
to such tell-tale marks; their hiding-holes were in vain.

And now the sands with the crisp imprints of identified
friends became our guide, and led us at right angles to our
old course on a north-easterly bearing through rugged
dune country, the aneroid steadily falling. As we breasted
the tops of sandhills I scanned with eagerness each new
horizon for Salih's camp. Suddenly there was merry chatter
as black specks ahead were detected and pointed out to me
as the object of our quest. A doubly welcome sight! for
now our combined strength would relieve the tension of the
recent anxious marches, and means become available, I
hoped, for the onward march into the sands.
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